392 THE FAIR GOD.

The light, as he discovered upon a second look, came
through curtains stretched across a passage ir to t.iu'- one
he was in, and was faint, but enouch to disclose two objects,
the sicht of which touched him with a fierce ds light, --‘fih-:
tray on the floor, its contents untouched, and a rope ladde
by which to descend. o

He lost no time now. r his dagger between his
teeth, he swung off, though with some trouble, and landed
safely. At his feet, then, lay a repast to satisfy the daintiest
appetite, — fish, white bread, chocolate, in silver ups and
beaten into honeyed foam, and fruits from vine .;z|:i tree,
He clasped his har and looked to Heaven, and, as became

ladi afflicted him,
while he said the old Patern Leqar, h 1llowed utterance
taught him in childhood by the mother who, but for this
godsend, would have lost him forever. he stooped to
help himself, and while his hand wa ipon the bread the
curtain parted, and he saw, amidst a flood of light pouring
in over her head and shoulders, a , very young and very
beautiful. ;

CHAPTER VIII.
THE PABA'S ANGEL,
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sistent with truth, agreeably surprise a friend, I must admit
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labor or care or
days and nights, a ol like time, — an exist-
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B e e e S
terval of heaviness, or brooding

task, or Tnmu:ing
the soul for a duty. In fact, she

hough not
ill add, that

» womanly,

y |
to be thought dealing with anythin eraphie, I wil

in the months past she had in height

while the tone of her voice had g ty, and her
figure a ful ' ]

ness, mdicative of

Nor had the “ World ” undergone a y change. The uni-

iling remained the
same surpassing marvel of art. t stated periods, work-
men had come, afid, throuch the shaft constructed for the
purpose, like those in: dee nes, lifted to the azoteas such
plants and shrubs as showed signs of suffering for the indis-
pensable sun ; but as, on such occa ns, others were let down,
and rolled to

the vacant places, there was never an abatement
of the garden freshness that prevailed in the chamber. The
noise of the work disturbed the bi ds, but never Tecetl,
whose spirit during the nder the mesmeric Will
of the paba.

There was however, in which the god who
Was supposes 1ave the house in keeping had not been so
gracious. ew days before the page appeared at the door,
— exactness requires me to say the day of the paba’s last
interview with Guatamozin, — Mualox came down from the
sanctuary in an unusual state of mind and body. He was
silent and exhausted : hi es tottered, as, with never a
smile or pleasant word, or kiss in 1 ly to the salutation he
received, he went to the couch to lie down. He seemed like
one asleep ; yet he di 100 sleep, but lay with his eyes
fixed \';Ll‘:L]:IE_‘.' on the ceiling, hi 14T 1:‘1]‘\' rti‘llkillg his
beard.

In vain Tecetl plied all her little arts : she sang to him,
caressed him, brought her vases and choicest flowers and
sweetest, singing-birds, and asked a thousand questions about
the fair, good Quetzal’, —a topic theretofore of never-failing
interest to the }JLJ'\- man.
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times did Tecetl come to the couch, and speak to him, and
call him father, and offer him food and drink, and go away
unnoticed. “ He is with Quetzal’,” she would say to herself
and the birds, * How the dear god loves him !”

Yet another, the fourth day ; still the sleep, now become
a likeness of death. And Tecetl, — she missed his voice,
and the lovelook of his great eyes, and his fondnesses of

"touch and smile ; she missed his presence, also. True, he

was there, but not with her ; he was with Quetzal’. Strange
that they should forget her so long! She hovered around
the couch, a little jealous of the god, and disquieted, though
she knew not by what. She was very, very lonesome.

And in that time what suspense would one familiar with
perils have suffered in her situation! If the paba dies,
what will become of her? We know somewhat of the dif-
ficulties of the passages in the Cd. .Can-she find the way
out alone? The slave will, doubtless, e ue to bring food
to the door, so that she may not starve ; and at the fountain
she will get drink. Suppose, therefore, the supplies come
for years, and she live so long ; how will the solitude affect
her? We know its results upon prisoners accustomed to
society ; but that is not her case : she never knew society,
its sweets or sorrows. With her the human life of the great
outside world is not a thing of conjecture, or of dreams,
hopes, and fe: as the future life with a Christian ;
she does not even know there is sn a state of lll'ill'.;.
Changes will take place in the chamber; the birds and
plants, all of life there besides herself, will die; the body

of the good man, through g stages of decay, will re-

turn to the dust, leaving a ghastly skeleton on the couch.
Consequently, hers will come to be a solitude without relief,
without amusement or occupation or society, and with but
few memories, and nothing to- rest a hope upon. Can a

mind support itself, any more than a body? In other words
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if Mualox dies, how long until she becomes what it were
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And so she prayed and promised, but in vain. Quetzal
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by the long abstinence.
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Still kneeling, sh
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“The birds may be with him.”
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bounded by shrubs and all manner of dwarfed tropical trees,
t, but with the scen

nt of flowers and
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the one of whom the king so liveth in dread. I have heard har anibssieed. L

llow glow of

his sitvation presently rose to mind; the yel

Lost in the lamps suggested the day outside; the birds, liberty;

my own house, —a god lost 1n his own temple ! and s} v the world he had 1--._-'»_1 and
And as he could then wel affind. - Boine Aol . . - 1 : R

: ( affor being full-fed, he . e il Tife WA R e

I‘.l'r'“.'—rh"'l at U ldeéa ; and 1n such mood, fell into a s e ver his advep-

revery, and orew drow SY, and .’lh.‘.”"r' \'.‘l-':IJE.‘{"._‘\i I‘Jl’h’_:,',\,h. dik

his nam And I am ( P! pretending sleep, in order to study
5 Name. An am Quetzal

o
) ! An 1s his house —

that is, my house! A scurvy tri

le strong at-

tachments. And so, in 1, 1
tures in the house. surveyed all the chamber that
the bench, and sunk to sleep. S visiblo from the bench. - The-light. ‘the' fouxtuinl ths

e A M. e A A e

Py

in view de
pendent uj much was to be
1{v|llv :'r-I.~lL!£5.}_\" was
t re life? There were the lamps:

once, — something t

CHAPTER IX. pey sopnliod 1 They wight 6o calt LRI

how were t

il e A

ST R T -0
EA'S WORLD, Christo | up, as if touched

h_\‘ a spear : ulsiveness of death.

IN.THE PA} the corpse of the paba ) &
‘_ ][i,\ i€ page awoke, atter a !-»_I_. I!‘I!'r‘\lll“’.’ F]l'(ip, The movement attrac 4 girl's attention ; ‘_‘h'_ arose,
e saw the fountain first, and Tecetl next. She ted for h

|
|
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and waited {i
was sitting a little way off upon a mat stretched on the
floor. A m er of birds were about her, whistline and

very beautiful “ Come here,” he continued. “I have some questions to

» basin, and
Through half-shut She drew a few steps neare bird with breast of
hin} her for a while,

e L —————

ing of what ? 1"”"'3“ and wings of

nst Yet he then settl upon her hand, se to her

1d frequent bosom. He remembered, from Father Bartolomé’s reading,

d the how the love of God once before took a bird's form ; and

She was bout with

had so lately taught sariotity. ’hat with the white wings upon her breast, and

past finding he whiter innocency within, she was safe as if bound by

e 1]
val

Is of brass,
Nihadeid Tl
“ Have no fear, I pray you,” he said, misinterpreting her
was no less sensible, also, that she was a mystery ou respectful sentiment. vo people in a diffi-
‘

common way of life ; and had he been in a place of safety, cult- strait, and, if I mistake not, much
i +] alana nf e Y . e e 1o at whon
In the palace of Axaya’, he would have stayed a long timeg each other. A God, of whom you pever heard, but whom

dependent upon
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I will tell v N abin it ] 7
1_1 t]a Il you all about, took your father away, and sent
me 1 his stea The road thit} { : ‘
is st wl. The road thither, I confess, has been toil-
some and dreadfu : |

Ti | Al e

He emphasiz 1 hiz fral: % b
APHAsIZed 118 I¢ elines by a true Snanisl : :

should gs bY a true Spanish shrug of the

P .
“ This is A strane ” .

5 & strange p]dc,(-] he next said. “ How lone hav

you been here g -0W long h.ul

Is.

e
‘}:i

T cannot say.”

“ Can vou remembar fnmimer
“«N  you remember coming, and who brought you $”
irNQ, -

1ve been a babv.” :
have been a baby.” He looked at her with

n "

never be¢ I "i.‘-"'.'.j;--y\-

Always here! And
od’s glory of nature,

rivers, and seas, — have

he answered.

noticed its exeellence of

r g0od cantifal | Codh
. . P g beautiful 1~ he said, in the wav =i
icism. “Who did the work 3’ ) Wy of i
“ Quetzal'’.”
“And who is

“ Who should ‘[

ars

Now, what is yours1”

“Well then. Tanet lacei
o ‘. th . Iw, etl I > Undeceive you. In the first
469 £ am not Quetzal’, or any god. I am a man 88 your
\ F: all, a8 you
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father there was. My name is Orteguilla ; and for the time
I am page to the great king Montezuma. And before long,
if I live, and get out of this place, as I most devoutly pray,
I will be a soldier. In the next place you are a girl, and
soon will be a woman. You have been cheated of life. By
God’s help, I will take you out of this. Do you understand

jme 1”
“No ; unless men and gods are the same.”
“ Heaven forbid ! ” He crossed himself fervently. “Do

you not know what men are ?”
 All my knowledge of things is from the pictures on the

walls, and what else you see here.”
 Jesu Christo ! ” he eri w“., in open ast mishment. “ And
did the good man never tell you of the wi rld outside, — of

R

its ereation, and its millions upon millions of people

«No."”

“«0Of the world in which you may find the originals

»f all that is painted on the walls, more beautiful than

golors can make them 1"

He received the same reply, but, still incredulous, went on.
“Who takes care of these lw'.;Lll‘n.- §2
“My father.”

ings your food to the door— may he do

u not seen him 1

No.
% Where does the oil that feeds the lamps come from §"

'y 4 LY - _—n 1
“ From Yuetzal .

n a lamp went out. He arose hastily, and saw
cup were entirely consumed.
, 18 there 1\.'.1'[11}‘ of oil ? Where do you kr".'}l it
Tell me.”

“Ina jar, there by the door. While you were asleep, I

1t

refilled the cups, and now the jar is empty.
He turned pale. 'Who better than he knew the value of
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the liquid that saved them from the darkness so horribly
peopled by hunger and thirst? If exhausted, where could
n, he went thr ngh

nps, and put them all out

1 Tom the door, and

d !I‘}{!il‘~.~'

y walls, and t‘l{'}‘u:]!__-‘ the

he fountain yet faintly illumi-

,not ery. Did I
full
promise to take

Everything

nves out, as it

1t 80 fright-

y shall die, as did

from the
parting from
ked in his
seemed to
ituted his living love
such the

mber had been to her.
Here I may as well confess the page began to do a great
deal of talking, — a consequence, probably, of having a good
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which she had been so long subjected. We may also sup-

pose that she was not slow to observe the difference between

Mualox and i} hi ik
110X and ne page ; C ras that !

e 1 ].:ﬁ ; which was that between age and

outh, or, more philosonphically t} betw

i : © Pphilosophically, that between a creature to

) revered and a creature to be admired.
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CHAPTER X.
THE ANGEL BECOMES A BEADSWOMAN.,

HE stars at the

an easy bri

ter-I called in as
interval of two
)t when there is

oceupied the
He had in

the
¢ L

usly, if not
to instruet
lead her;

found
ind his prepara-

easy, the latter diff
tions for

]:l\‘ upon the floor hv tha f ta1
Y uj e fl ¥ the lountamn. A lamp shed a dim light

» though simple,
over the scene

1e asked.

He went thr
“ Here
here the b

the ol and lamp;
[ water. So far,

m_—u'pf‘ very good. And hera iz tha vt v . 2
good, | here 15 the ma very comfortable,

apaf 4 sy have
Tecetl, if you have to make your bed upon a stone in the
floor. Now, are we ready 1”

.
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% Yes, if you say so.”

% Good again! The Mother is with us. Courage! You
ghall see the sun and sky, or I am not a Spaniard. Listen,
now, and I will explain.”

Thl'_‘-' took seats up

e strangeness was wellnich gone, and they had come to
1 { 1 1 l \

bench, this time together ; for

have an interest in a

“Youn must know, then, that I have two reliances: first,
the man who }wiil:.‘_'\ the tray t he door ; next, the Blessed
Mother.”

%] will begin with the first,” he said, after a pause. “The
man is a slave, and, therefore, ea pose upon. If he
is like his class, 1 questions of his
superiors. : from what you have told
me — was thoughtful and dreamy, and spoke but little to
anvhodv. and seldom, if ever, to his servants. You are not
well versed in huma ture ; ay, no doubt, you will
be : then vou will be able to decide whether I am right in
believing that the traits of master and slave, which I have
mentioned, are likely to help us. I carried your father's
body over to the corner yonder,— you were asl at the
time, — and laid it upon the floor, as we Christians serve our
dead. I made two crosses, and put one upon his lips, the
other on his breast ; he will ﬁl"l'}l all’ the better for them.
As vou would have done, had ‘you been present, [ also cov-
ered him with flowers. One other thing I did.”

He took a lamp, gone ¢

“ Here are vour father's gown and hood,” he said, com-

.

ing back. joubt whether

the market. He will never need
lp save vour life, — urpose for which he would

they wm sell readily in

[ took them

; . 11 3 3= -1
certainly have given them, had he been alive. I will put

n

them on.

He laid his bonnet on the bench ; then took off his boots,




